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In July 1988 Superman turned fifty. The city of Cleveland, his birthplace, decided to celebrate by
throwing a parade and hosting a convention. All the dignitaries in the worlds of comic books and
science fiction attended, sitting in the backseat of convertibles trolling down Euclid Avenue and
waving at every outcast in the city. Kirk Alyn who played Superman in the serials was there.
Jonathan Frid of Dark Shadows fame performed his one-man stage show. Jonathan Frakes signed
autographs. Scotty from the original series and Stan Lee, the creator of Spiderman, conducted sym-
posiums. I remember I wore a Doctor Who T-shirt and clutched an autograph book from Disney
World, the pages filled with the scrawls of Donald, Goofy, and Prince John. My father took a picture
of me with Spiderman. We bought hot dogs from a street vendor. I asked my father if we could attend
the convention. Sure, he said.
In the convention hall, I walked among space aliens and zombies. I spied Drac from Frank and
Drac, a short-lived late Saturday night show specializing in old Universal horror films. Drac signed my
book; he even drew a bat. I lied and said I liked his show. In truth, I thought it was lame. He said if nice
boys like me wrote the locale affiliate, then maybe he and Frank would get back on the air. I said I
would think about it.
Before Drac finished posing for a picture, I saw Scotty. He
walked beside a Klingon. The Klingon's nose ran; he wiped it with
a silver gauntlet. Scotty was animated, gesticulating with his plump
hands and growing red in the face. "Where's my sub sandwich?"
he asked. My father said to approach him, to tell him I am a quar-
ter Scotch. In truth, Scotty is Ukrainian. I held out my book and
pen with a "please" and a smile. He took one look at me, said
"Attend the lecture, kid," and continued to complain about room
service. Tickets to the lecture cost twenty-five dollars. I shut my
book and blew ten bucks on issue one of Marvel Tales.
That night Stan Lee spoke. He swore about the acoustics in
the auditorium. He wore bell-bottom jeans and Elvis shades. I asked
him a question about a favorite character of mine he had created.
He answered like a politician, circumventing my question entirely.
He didn't sign autographs.
If Superman were real and attended the festivities, I think he
would sign autographs for a young boy. When the creators let me
down on that summer afternoon in 1988,1 turned to the creations.
They continue to meet my expectations, even if I have to hide my
books in the closet. Some might say I'm obsessed with comics.
That may be true, but only with the fiction. The fact of the industry
is prosaic.
This is an issue of obsessions, individuals obsessed not by
fictions but by genuine physical entities or historical occurrences. Unlike me in my four-color tower,
the writers in this issue grapple with disappointment, a lack of satisfaction as they pursue their various
desires. Small victories are to be savored. Case in point, Alison Stine's continuing fascination with Tori
Amos, which has taken her to England and back. Obsessions need not be people. An obsession may be
a place, as Northern Cyprus is for David Bussan. Or obsession may be a cause or activity. Tom Hankinson
writes of individuals determined to clean up Denison's campus. Lastly, an obsession may be an abstract
concept, a form of neurosis or an intense emotion—such as the desire to perform a task well. A desire
for journalistic excellence has driven MoYO's managing editor Will Leland and photography editor
Sara Almirall for the past four years. They are the heart and soul of this publication and the closest
friends I have, accepting of my obsessions. I dedicate this issue to them. Tics and all.
Paul Durica
Editor-in-Chief
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mail-order brides log-on love
By Karan Anshuman
They exist! They arefor real! One in a
million? Freak exotic
godsend? Unbelievably, no.
The presence of mail-order
brides in the United States is con-
tinually underscored by a plethora of
Internet sites cropping up every other
day, promoting this growing phe-
nomenon. As of 1988 there were
three thousand mail-order brides in
the US. Eleven years later that num-
ber has more than doubled thanks to
the Internet.
Marrying a woman through
mail-order is relatively simple com-
pared to popular belief, says a man
who met his wife with postage due.
Before starting, he warns about the
financial implications. You have to
be a rich man to carry this off. Step
one involves purchasing addresses.
What this means is that you dish out
about ten bucks for a single address
or hundreds of dollars to become a
member of a club that provides you
with an unlimited number of ad-
dresses. Step two involves writing
letters for nothing less than six
months. By the third month should
have narrowed your list to about
three people. That done, you start
spending money on international
phone calls. It is then time to visit
your "penpal." Pay for airfare, pay
for accommodation, and have a gala
trip while you meet and assess your
to-be-wife. And spend almost as
much time as possible—three weeks
at the least. Our veteran insists that
this is the most enjoyable part of the
process (even if you don't meet your
woman). Step four presumes you
have found your life partner (con-
gratulations!) and have commenced
talk about the paperwork involved
for immigration and marriage, per-
haps involving a lawyer ($$$). Step
five involves getting her here—you
can achieve this by just sending her
an airline voucher (more money).
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This ain't the way
it works folks.
Step six is marrying her within three
months of her arrival (or you are
technically in trouble with the law)
and, finally, step seven is getting her
citizenship (m_n_y—fill in the
blanks). Easy? All the qualification
you seemingly need is multimillion-
aire status. And why would a multi-
millionaire want to go through all
this? Beats me.
But I've been restraining my-
self. Let me explain my stand on the
issue. Personally, I don't think mail-
order brides are a great idea. The net
covers only three aspects of this lu-
dicrous subject. The first type of site
is, of course, an agency advertising
its "stock" of women by showing
exotic photos in exotic locations
(Lithuania—exotic—yeah right); the
second category of mail-order bride
sites contain book reviews. A
plethora of books have been written
on the subject, and, while expecting
them to be Indiana Jones sensation-
alism, almost all reviews are remark-
ably mundane. Finally, sites exist
that try to clear up "misconceptions"
about mail-order brides—the popu-
larity of these struck me as being
rather odd and irked me to some ex-
tent. Why are there so many sites out
there dedicated to showing us that
mail-order brides are indeed one of
the better options in life? There is
obviously something wrong here,
and all these people trying to help
lost soul make the right decision
come across as phonies making a
quick buck. The worst part is that in
(Continued on page 25)
Madonna OR Whone
language traps female sexuality
By Michelle Grindstaff
I am tired of hearing my malefriends discuss their past sexual
encounters with a girl and then
quickly remark, "But, she was a
slut." "What about you?" I want to
shout. They can't seem to keep their
pants on any better than the girls.
Why is it that the girl who was nice
enough to be a sexual partner one
night is suddenly tossed aside and
labeled a whore the next morning?
No matter how many people with
whom we have heard a girl has slept
or even how many people with
whom we know a girl has slept, our
place is not to label her a slut. Un-
less we take the time to know the
people with whom we are sleeping,
we have no idea why someone
chooses to leave a party with us to
spend the night in our bed. An
individual's motives for sexual con-
tact and choice of partners are com-
plicated. A person may seem easy
and too willing to engage in sexual
contact with a multitude of others,
when in actuality, she may be re-
served and careful in her sexual prac-
tices. The labels we place on a
woman because of her sexual pro-
miscuity, or lack of, can be wrong
and harmful to our relationships with
that person.
Many people are aware of the
negative effect of stereotypes, yet we
continue to use negative terms, such
as slut, to describe women who revel
in their sexuality. The derogatory
labeling of a sexually active woman
derives from the definition of femi-
ninity and female sexuality that ex-
ists throughout America, including
the campus of Denison. For centu-
ries, women have been labeled as
guardians of virtue, virtue reflected
in virginity. Men are expected to
enjoy sexual acts and to engage in
them frequently. A billion-dollar por-
nography industry has arisen to capi-
talize upon and drive male desires.
Especially during their college years,
men are encouraged to freely engage
in sexual practices with many
willing women. Male sexual
exploits are congratulated with
a pat on the back and comple-
mentary terms like player,
pimp, stud, and gigolo.
In contrast, women who
revel in their sexuality are
called sluts, whores, floozies,
harlots, and tramps. Unlike ad-
jectives associated with male
sexuality, these terms are not
complimentary. A woman's
walk home after a night spent
with a man is often referred to
as "the walk of shame." A
woman who freely engages in
sexual acts with different part-
ners is labeled easy and made
to feel embarrassed about her
actions. Time is not taken to
understand the complex factors
that motivate her behavior.
A common belief persists §|
that it is biologically beneficial
for a man to prevent a woman from
sleeping around to ensure, in the
event of pregnancy, that the woman
is carrying his child. The same ar-
gument perpetuates the notion that
a man is biologically programmed
to sow his seeds with as many
women as he can seduce to produce
as many children as possible. This
supports the stereotype that women
must be virginal while men can sleep
around. While this notion may have
some scientific proof, it also perpetu-
ates the harmful use of derogatory
terms for female sexuality by argu-
ing that human nature demands the
current inequality between men and
women is maintained.
Women are encouraged to
practice sexual restraint unless they
are willing to risk insults and em-
barrassment. When men use the
word slut to describe a female, the
myth that women must be virginal
is perpetuated. When girls call an-
silent majority
other female a tramp, they too are
supporting the derogatory stereo-
types associated with female
sexuality. By restricting her sexual
practices in a way a man does not, a
woman is stripped of one of her
basic rights as a human being—to
practice freely her sexuality without
anyone imposing moral judgment
upon her actions.
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Strike Against the Right
Canada
collegians take
action
By Alex Thackeray
Halifax, Nova Scotia
Thursday, Feb. 11- Hun-
dreds of students surround
the Nova Scotia College of
Art and Design (NSCAD),
effectively shutting down
the school. Some students
hand out flyers to passing
motorists. Others present
their demands to Provin-
cial Minister of Education
Wayne Gaudet. The dem-
onstration spreads to the
Halifax branch of the
Royal Bank of Canada,
where students present
mock "customer satisfac-
tion" cards before closing
their accounts.
Ottawa, Ontario
Wednesday, Feb. 10 -
One-hundred and fifty students stage an angry demon-
stration outside of Robertson Hall, the administrative
building for Carleton University, to protest increasing
tuition costs. University President Richard Van Loon
receives a petition signed by 1,200 students demanding
an immediate tuition freeze. Van Loon refuses to sign
the petition, arguing that cuts in government funding
force the University to raise tuition rates. Fifty-seven
students remain in Robertson Hall to protest his excuse;
they plan to continue the occupation all night.
Background - "They are trying to create a two-
tiered education system"
During the 1990s the Canadian post-secondary educa-
tional system has focused on the bottom line while ig-
noring its mission to provide adequate educations to
individuals who choose to pursue them. While the cost
of post-secondary education increased at nearly five
times the rate of inflation, federal funding for both
schools and students has fallen dramatically. In June
1998, as the average undergraduate debt load exceeded
$25,000, bankruptcy protection for recent college gradu-
ates was eliminated.
8 SPRING 1999
One million
full-time and
500,000 part-time
students attend col-
leges and universi-
ties in Canada as
compared to more
than twelve million
students in the
United States. Since
the late 1980s
Canada has been
deregulating its
post-secondary edu-
cation system while
lowering the amount
of federal funding
given to each school.
This financial
squeeze has caused
the current uncon-
trolled tuition in-
creases and the
elimination of stu-
dent services. In ef-
fect, the deregula-
tion has resulted in
''the schools chang-
ing their mission
from educating stu-
dents to earning profits. In market terms the students
(with governmental assistance) used to pay for their edu-
cation, and the schools used to provide that education.
Now students pay for their education and the schools
use that income as profit. Instead of upgrading equip-
ment and holding class sizes constant by hiring more
faculty, schools increase enrollment (increasing profit)
while providing a constant level of academic facilities.
A constant level of facilities cannot cope with the ex-
panded enrollment, and the quality of education suffers.
The profits from this expansion and dilution go towards
exorbitant ad-
ministrative sala-
ries and attract-
ing corporate do-
nations. In the
near future stu-
dents will pay for
their education
and the schools
will provide a
piece of paper
representing a college education. Students will have
earned their degree because they paid for it, not because
recent college graduates
was eliminated.
they worked for it.
On the other hand, moderate tuition increases are
acceptable to match diminished federal funding. In 1993
Canada provided $9,074 per full-time student. In 1997
federal funding provided $7,674 per student, a 15% drop.
Therefore a 10-20% tuition increase would be reason-
able, but the 40-50% increases that occurred are ridicu-
lous. This situation brings up another question, are the
federal funding cuts justified?
As tuition increases, fewer students can afford to
attend college. In the United States needy students are
eligible for federal grants. The US educational grant
system gives an average of $2,470 each to 3.2 million
students. Canada has no national system of grants. Stu-
dents have to rely on private scholarships, grants, and
loans to afford the high cost of higher education. Pri-
vate investment cannot help most of the students, so they
depend on loans. The
average undergraduate
debt in Canada has
risen steadily during the
1990s. In 1998 it ex-
ceeded $25,000. At the
same time Canada has
eliminated bankruptcy
protection for students.
Instead of having at
least ten years to pay
off the debt, students
must do so in just a few
years. Banks called for
this legislation not be-
cause defaults on stu-
dent loans had in-
creased but for purely
capitalistic reasons.
Student loan default rates have stayed relatively con-
stant for years. The increased tuition in the 1990s did
not translate into an increase in defaults, an impressive
display of discipline by the students involved. The re-
voking of bankruptcy protection was an unjust reward.
If these trends continue, higher education will be
available to only the rich. Poor students will have to
risk enormous debt and the threat of bankruptcy in or-
der to pursue a college degree. The educational system
will become segregated by students' ability to pay. The
rich will have access to higher education while the poor
will be constricted to a high school diploma.
Demands - Education is a right - L'education ciest
un droitl
Students across Canada have organized to prevent the
two-tiered system from becoming a reality. These ef-
As of this writing at least
two schools have held major
demonstrations or strikes.
One school has voted for a
strike, and one has set a
strike vote date.
f o r t s
m o s t
l i k e l y
w o n ' t
h e l p
current
s t u -
d e n t s ,
but their
success will give future generations access to adequate,
affordable post-secondary education.
The following list of demands, in conjunction with
a one-day student strike, were approved by the student
body at Nova Scotia College of Art and Design
(NSCAD). Ninety-four percent of students voted for the
demands and the strike, with a 62% voter turnout.
To the Govern-
ments (Federal
and of the Prov-
inces)
1. Adequately
fund post-sec-
ondary education
and freeze tuition
fees
2. Oppose and
revoke the bank-
ruptcy legislation
and introduce
legislation re-
quiring corpora-
tions to repay
their government
loans
3. Abandon con-
sideration of dedesignation of institutions, as well as
other restrictions on eligibility for student loans
To the Banks
1. Stop pressuring governments to restrict eligibility for
student loans, including, dedesignation, credit checks,
and redefinition of full-time status
To the NSCAD Board of Governors/ NSCAD President
Ron Hobbs
1. Freeze enrollment and alleviate pressures on depart-
ments due to overenrollment
2. Freeze tuition fees
3. Grant students a vote on the Board of Governors Ex-
ecutive Committee
Results - The movement gains momentum
(Continued on page 24}
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Tori listening to Mullet Boy
Secrets of
a Toriphile:
Good girl
gets
plugged
By Alison Stine
Even the wind cries your name.
—Tori Amos, "Mary"
Red H a i r , a B o x , and the D e v i l
T he fall of 1992 was, by all accounts, not apretty good year. Flipping through channels, I caught sight of a redheaded girl in ablue dress tumbling in a box. The girl wasTori Amos and the song was "Silent All
These Years," the first US single from her debut solo
album Little Earthquakes. I found myself, as soon as I
got home from school, locking the door to the living
room, and staking out MTV in the hopes I'd see Tori
again. "Silent" was a buzz clip, and to my good fortune,
it repeated often. I asked my classmates about Tori. Most
had never heard of her. One girl said Tori was a devil
worshipper who sang a song called "Crucify". Red hair,
a box, and the devil. I was hooked. But the music store
at the mall didn't have Tori's album. I waited through
countless "Real World" marathons hoping another video
would air. "Silent" came on more and more infrequently,
and then not at all. I cut my hair short and went into
high school. I forgot about Tori.
In the spring of 1994,1 was in Toronto on a drama
club field trip. We had a few hours to kill before an
evening performance. I went with my friends Chelsea,
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Red hair,
a box,
and the devil
I was hooked
Rachel, and Anjali
to the thrift shops
and used record
stores on King
Street. We passed
a place called
Much Music. We
went inside but
there were only T--
shirts for sale. No
CDs. I watched
through a glass partition in the wall a woman with messy
red hair making passionate gestures and grinning. We
started to leave. Chelsea grabbed my arm, and said some-
thing along the lines of, "Oh my God. It's Tori Amos. I
love her."
Tori Amos. The girl in the box. I had loved her
once, too.
Much Music is a big Canadian music channel, an
MTV of sorts (this will be important later). Tori had
just released a new album, Under the Pink, and was giv-
ing a promotional interview. We decided to skip the show
and wait outside till Tori left. We waited for three hours.
It started to rain, then snow, then rain. A small crowd
was gathering, slowly. People passing by would stop to
ask who we were waiting for. When they discovered it
was Tori, they rolled their eyes, or gave a dispassionate
"oh." They moved on.
After three hours, a small woman in a bluejacket,
jeans, and boots, with red hair pulled up into a sloppy
pony tail came through the doors. Tori grinned, thanked
us profusely and sincerely, smiled as pictures were
snapped, gave hugs all around. Anjali snapped a photo
of an exorbitant Chelsea with her arms around Tori. Back
at home, I would discover that a strand of Anjali's long
hair had blocked Chelsea's face in the shot. I didn't ask
for a hug or a picture. I had only heard one song.
On the long bus ride home to Ohio, I kept think-
ing of Tori. How small and sincere she was, how she
kept saying, "Thanks, you guys. You're so nice."
I asked for Little Earthquakes and Under the Pink
for Christmas. In 1996, shortly before my eighteenth
birthday, Tori would release a third solo album, Boys
for Pele. A world tour would follow. This time, I would
be there.
Tori played in Cleveland on the Dew Drop Inn tour
in June 1996, the day before my high school gradua-
tion. I drove up with a van of my friends. The concert
had sold out immediately, and a late show for the same
night had been added. We had tickets to the late show. I
worried Tori would be tired. Chelsea said no. We found
the theatre by the thick line that snaked down two blocks,
across the street, into the parking lot. In line we bought
T-shirts for ten bucks. The shirts were shitty and illegal,
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I realized this after I saw the guy taking them off his
truck.
Our seats were bad, about the last third of the floor.
Ahead of us were two drunk women who arrived late,
talked through the songs, and left early, to the cheers of
those of us around them. For the most part, Tori's audi-
ence was a quiet one. On stage, Tori was sometimes
accompanied by her longtime collaborator and guitar-
ist, Steve Caton, but mostly, it was just Tori and a piano
that Lauren, a friend who attended that concert says, "is
another voice, but it isn't just one voice, it's a fucking
orchestra. Unlike most musicians in her genre, Tori
knows her craft."
What I remember about my first Tori Amos con-
cert was the screen of yellow lights that glowed behind
the stage, how small Tori seemed when she came on,
the red of her hair shining even from where I was sit-
ting. I remember a rendition of "Baker, Baker" that made
me think I had forgotten how
to breathe. I remember how
no one seemed willing to let
her off stage. She played
three encores. A friend who
had been lucky and landed
better seats (and binoculars)
said Tori cried through
"Baker, Baker" and her clos-
ing song, "Me and a Gun."
Myra Ellen Amos was
born on August 22, 1963 to
a minister and his wife. At
age two she climbed onto the
piano bench. At age five she
became the youngest student
ever to attend the prestigious
Peabody Conservatory of
Music. Six years later she
was kicked out for rebellion.
By the time I was born in
1978, Tori was a fourteen
year-old nightclub star, play-
ing the gay bar circuit in
Georgetown. But I can't help
but feel an alliance to Tori.
We're both girls from the
south—Tori was born in
Carolina; I grew up in Fort
Valley, Georgia. We both
have physical disabilities. I
also begin playing the piano
and writing music at a young
age, but my parents didn't
have the money for lessons.
Tori was raped in her early
twenties, an experience later documented in the a
ccepella "Me and a Gun." Perhaps in part because of
this song, many of Tori's fans are themselves survivors.
After listening to their stories, Tori founded RAINN,
the Rape, Abuse, and Incest National Network (1-800-
656-HOPE), the only, toll free national, confidential rape
crisis hotline. It was RAINN that would bring me back
to Georgia in the summer of 1998 to meet Tori.
W h a t I
H e a r d f r o m
A g e n t
O r a n g e
Tori released
her fourth solo al-
bum from the
choirgirl hotel in
May of 1998. At
the time, I was ill
with mono. The
day the album was
released I sent my
sister out to the
store and played it I
on repeat until I
was well again. I
learned that Tori
would play a
venue at Cleve-
land State University in July. The day tickets went on
sale, I camped out at a Ticketmaster outlet, waiting in
line, quite unhappily, with a group of ten year-old girls
hoping for Spice Girls seats. Despite the influx of girl
power, I managed to secure seats in the middle of the
floor.
On the day of the concert my best friends and I
got a late start. I had hoped to make it to Cleveland in
time for the sound check, but we were lucky to have
enough time to grab dinner and find our seats. The con-
vocation center was huge, a concrete arena. With the
dusty purple stage lights and the illegal smoke sifting
through the rafters, the theatre resembled a space ship,
the set for Starlight Express. This time I felt compelled
to bring gifts for Tori, a yellow tulip and a letter. I also
had, tucked into my sweater pocket, a tape of my songs.
I wasn't sure how or if I would get the gifts to her. My
friends and I scoured the crowd for someone official-
looking. I decided on a suntanned, blonde man with
bulging biceps, biker shorts, and an all-access pass. He
said he was going backstage right now and would take
my gifts with him.
"Where are you sitting?" he asked.
I pointed rows behind us.
"That's too bad. Listen," he said, putting a thick
arm around me. "When the lights dim for the encore, I
want you to rush the stage. Run right up there, past the
barricades, as soon as she finishes singing the last song.
And if anyone gives you any trouble, honey, just tell
them Joel said it was okay."
This was Joel, Tori's bodyguard, immortalized in
the song "Agent Orange." I was elated, even if he had
called me honey.
Tori opened
with "Precious
Things." The
floor rose to their
feet, and did not
sit down. After
the first few
songs, my heeled
feet grew numb.
Tori thanked us
for writing the
nicest letters. She
may have said
more, but my
friends were
screaming too
loud to discern
anything. At the
first blackout, we
rushed the stage,
past a hairy,
cross-armed security officer. I squeezed my way into
the third or second row. Despite the elbow aimed at my
back, I had a clear view of Tori. She looked just like she
did on TV, only smaller. In my letter to her I had men-
tioned "Silent All These Years". For the final song, she
played it, surrounded by swirling white disco balls. A
girl nearby managed to snag a set list. In lieu of "Si-
lent," Tori was supposed to have played "Mother."
After the concert, we stumbled upon a mass of
people behind security gates by the tour buses. I per-
suaded my friends to
join the crowd. There
were almost a hundred
people behind the
gates, and several hun-
dred more sitting on
the hill above the park-
ing lot. I think this was
the first time I realized
how many people
loved Tori besides my-
self. I had only consid-
ered my affection for
her music, a private,
alison stine
Tori made
Monica
Lewinsky
jokes:
"Girl why
d o n't you
swallow?"
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All around
me glitter
melted off
faces and
home-
made
faerie
"wings
drooped.
personal thing, usually
kept to myself, some-
times mocked. But this
crowd was near Beatles
fanaticism. I wasn't sure
if it encouraged me or
frightened me. As in
Toronto, it started to rain.
This time it poured. I had
dyed my hair that morn-
ing, and red hair dye
started to wash down my
shoulders, over my new
blue dress. I shoved my
hands in my pockets to
keep from freezing and felt the hard edges of the tape. I
pulled it out.
"What's that
tape?" a boy near me
asked.
"My songs."
"For Tori?"
"Yes," I said, al-
though I hadn't made up
my mind to give it to her.
"That's impor-
tant," he said. "We'll get
it to her."
The crowd on the
hillside erupted and I
knew she was coming
before I even saw any-
thing. The crowd around
me surged. I could not
move forward, closer to
Tori, or back. Someone
started a cheer, spelling out Tori Amos, but he forget the
"o" and the cheer descended into laughter. I saw mostly
a huge black umbrella Joel held, sometimes a glimpse
of a red head. She wasn't out long before it really started
to pour and I knew she was going to leave. A black limo
pulled up right to the gates. She got in. Everyone was
screaming, leaning up over the gates, stretching their
arms out as the limo slowly went by. Tori had the win-
dow down, waving and smiling. I stretched out my clos-
est arm, the one that wasn't being crushed, the one with
the tape. A small girl in a tank top perched on the top
rail and snatched it from me. She held it out into the
rain, and as the limo went by, threw the tape. Tori reached
for it, caught it, and dropped it. The head of security
picked it up out of the puddle, dried it on his shirt, and
promised to deliver it. I wondered how many such prom-
ises they made in a night. But I believed him.
I thought this was the end of my Tori adventures,
at least for one summer. I half-hoped something might
come of the tape, but nothing did. Then, in August, I
learned of a charity auction Tori was sponsoring for
RAINN, offering tickets to her shows as well as back-
stage passes. I won the tickets for Chastine Amphithe-
ater in Atlanta, Georgia on August 17, 1998. I took my
sister, Ashley, with me. It was first time I had been back
to Georgia since we moved thirteen years ago. I also
secured from a scalper, tickets for a concert the next
day in Chastine, front row, he swore, but which later
turned out to be second row. I would get into the front
row anyway. The day before the concert, the sticky heat
descended into clouds. We watched the doomsday fore-
cast on the weather channel. Still, I dressed in a sundress,
brought wildflowers. We found the venue after much
driving around in a rental car. I told the woman at the
will-call box that I was on
Tori's guest list. As soon
as I had the backstage
passes, blue hexagons
with a picture of the back
cover of the album and the
words Tori Amos Plugged
98 After Show, I kept
touching them to make
sure they were still there.
I had sewn a small camera
on the inside lining of my
velvet bag. We smiled at
security and they let us
through without frisking.
We found our seats,
just above the floor and to
the right. The seats were
concrete slabs, still wet
from the morning. Large
plastic tarps were slung over the sound boards, set up
on the floor in front of us. We waited for a while and
some techies removed the tarps, a sure sign, my sister
said, that it would not rain. As people began to move
around us, I pointed out Tori's husband, the sound engi-
neer, a man with long hair tied back and a soccer or
rugby shirt.
We met our neighbors, the other winners of the
auction. The man who had won the tickets was saving
the backstage passes as a surprise for his guest, a smil-
ing girl clutching a Boys for Pele album. She bought a
bottle of cheap red wine and passed it around; alcohol
was more prevalent than red hair in the crowd. He told
me that Michael Stipe might be at the show. We had
heard a rumor that other auction winners had been up-
graded to better seats. The first row, from where I was
sitting, looked mostly empty. I kept my eyes on John
Wither spoon, Tori's tour manager, a smiling English-
alison stine
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man in a flannel shirt, sipping
a Coke. Now and then he
looked our way, but we were
not upgraded. The show was
wonderful regardless. Tori
made Monica Lewinsky jokes
("Girl, why won't you swal-
low?"). I heard "Black Dove
(January)" for the first time
live and a version of "Siren"
complete with hypnotic, swirl-
ing green, cloud-like lights re-
flected on the crowd.
After the show I felt my
stomach knotting. The four of
us fought our way to the stage
side door Joel and a few other
security guards blocked. We
showed our backstage passes, and they told us to put
them on. I discovered they were stickers that licked
on like nametags. Joel let us in. A girl behind me in
the crowd yelled, "Give Tori my love!" I told her I
would.
Ears w i t h Fee t , M e e t and G r e e t
NPR host and home-schooled pianist Noah
Adams once interviewed Tori. He writes in his
book Piano Lessons, "If the Tori Amos audience
was one person, it would be a seventeen year-old
girl, with well-faded torn jeans and boots and a
tight shirt, curly hair, and a certain moist expres-
sion." Tori mentioned in an interview once that she
disliked the term fan, coining a new one, ears with
feet (or ewf) which has stuck, along with the ever-
popular tag Toriphile. My interactions with the
audiences at the Cleveland shows had been lim-
ited. Atlanta would be a bit different.
My second Atlanta show, my sister and I had
great seats, second row on the floor. We arrived early.
I noticed as the seats filled up, many of those around
me were older, dressed in the typical country club
mode, sweaters knotted over the shoulders, loafers
etc. They held cups of beer. They talked about how
they hoped this Tori wasn't too weird. These were
the season ticket holders. Another very different group
gathered in the aisles and in the empty seats until the
ticket-holders claimed them. These were kids who
looked younger than myself, the real fans, the ewfs. I
was happy to see them. I admired their passion, al-
though I felt a little old and out of place. But as it
grew closer to show time—the opening act came on
and left—and still, they didn't leave. They stood in
the aisles and in front of the first row. I had second
(Continued on page 27}
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Environmentally Friendly, or Else
By Tom Hankinson
The first shadows of an earlynightfall shroud the scene as a
battered red pick-up truck pulls into
the gravel drive. The truck parks in
front of the barn, and someone lets
the tail gate down. The driver and
passenger exit, walk around to the
back. They come bearing cookies,
one package of chocolate chip and
one of peanut butter. The cookies are
set out on the open tail gate, an of-
fering to the students gathered
around the vehicle. The students are
haggard, filthy, but strangely eu-
phoric. They have completed
roughly three hours of sifting
through aluminum cans, liquor
bottles, plastic packaging, and soup
tins. They take the cookies, some try-
ing to avoid direct contact with their
hands, afraid that the fluids slowly
soaking through work gloves that
afternoon might have adverse effects
if ingested. One worker starts to sit
on the tail gate—OOPS. DURP juice
seeps into his pants, leaked from the
bags that sat in the back of the truck
on the pick-up runs. But through the
relatively small physical filth, these
students, these DURPers, feel the
effects of a greater cleanliness, an
earth-conscious well-being.
DURP—a campus organiza-
tion that receives funding from
DCGA—remains a mystery to many
of Denison's students. They see (and
occasionally use) the recycling bins;
they hear vague, unconfirmed refer-
ences to a substance called DURP
juice; they perhaps even spy a squad
of DURPers cruising by in the back
of a truck on Friday afternoon; how-
ever, do they realize the scope of
DURP, its function, its goals? Not
very often.
DURP is an acronym for
Denison University Recycling Pro-
gram. It encompasses all of
Denison's recycling activities, as
well as other conservational pro-
grams. In its capacity as the campus'
environmental lap dog, DURP
handles all facets of recycling, in-
DURP tough on DUjunk
eluding awareness, availability, and
administration. The group meets
regularly (on Mondays at 9:00, this
semester) to discuss projects and
pick-ups. That's the clean part.
In a somewhat more direct act,
DURP has strategically placed recy-
cling bins in most campus buildings.
These highly visible, well-marked
receptacles must be emptied regu-
larly, and all contents sorted into cat-
egories. That's where the fun and the
filth come in. On Friday afternoons,
the loyal DURPers gather around the
containers of refuse and recyclables
to plunge in elbow-deep and sort the
materials into categories.
Tin, plastic, aluminum, and
three gradations of glass go in dif-
ferent storage areas. The glass
(mostly empty bottles) shatters
pleasingly as it gets tossed into the
bins. The cans skitter down the
sloped sorting table like kids at the
ice skating rink, plunging off the
edge like you wish those whiny little
brats would. The tin and plastic flash
through the air as amateur
shotputters toss them toward their
respective containers, sometimes
accidentally smacking an incautious
worker across the table.
Unfortunately, not all the items
found in the campus recycling bins
are recyclable. Soggy paper and
cardboard, too difficult to store and
recycle, must be discarded. This and
other sorting troubles prompt DURP
member Greg Balch to suggest that
Denison students "need more edu-
cation about what [DURP] can re-
cycle." Sometimes, whole bags of
non-recyclable garbage are placed in
dorm recycling bins. Other times,
gruesome refuse will be
mixed with cans or bottles.
| The people responsible for
dumping these items are
called "DURP offenders."
"We know everything
they throw out," says Will-
iam Morse, dedicated
DURPer. To offenders, he
adds, "We have your credit
card bill." These recycling
criminals are not all anony-
mous—their offensive trash
often includes mail or pa-
pers with their names in
clear view. This affront
sometimes provokes the
urge for revenge in DURP
sorting crews.
Perhaps these vengeful
feelings seem unjustified to
the non-DURPer, but DURP
offenders don't always stop
their heinous crimes at
soaked paper products. Their
waste is disgusting and pro-
vokes the wrath of those who
have to sort through it. What
kind of waste exactly?
"Vomit and used condoms,"
declares Balch. His fellow DURPer,
Brad Halm testifies further, "Used
tampons." Out of this excess waste
comes the mysterious and intriguing
substance known as DURP juice.
This fluid runs out of holes in the
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sorting table's
center and
s o m e t i m e s
splatters DURP
members dur-
ing particularly
enthusias t ic
sorting maneu-
vers. The theo-
ries about
DURP juice's
origins and
properties vary,
but its general
ingredients are
similar in most
D U R P e r s '
opinions. Greg Balch proposes a
recipe of "Busch Light and ashes."
Brad Halm also includes Busch in
his analysis of DURP juice, adding
to it "semen, menstrual fluid, [and]
vomit."
This kind of recycling abuse
is understandably frustrating. Other
kinds of recycling violations can
also be perturbing. Many DURP
members express concern about
people who simply don't bother to
recycle at all.
"We've come to the assump-
tion that East Hall has no realiza-
tion that there, in fact, are recycling
bins behind it," quips Morse. "If
they walk down the stairs in the
back and keep walking, they should
trip over it. It's the big green thing
that says DURP on it." Often,
DURPers resort to rescue attempts
for recyclables. When dumpsters
outside dorms contain large
amounts of cans or bottles, the pick-
up crew may retrieve the items in a
process known as "dumpster div-
ing." The trick is not to get stuck,
or the scene becomes gruesomely
reminiscent of Luke Sky walker and
his associates trapped in the Impe-
rial Death Star's garbage disposal
unit while trying to rescue the prin-
cess. For the Star Wars uncultured,
that's pretty darn gross.
This is not to say that all stray
items procured through sorting are
n e c e s s a r i l y
negative. Many
interesting, pro-
vocative, or use-
ful things have
come out of
DURP's pick-
ups. William
Morse lists a
Leprechaun, a
golf bag, undies,
and a bra as
some interesting
finds. Greg
Balch once
s*; found a pair of
flip flops. Brad
Halm adds a fireman's hat and a full
can of beer (quite an oddity after a
weekend at Denison).
Nasty recycling negligence is
not uncommon on Denison's cam-
pus. DURP would like to expand its
efforts but runs into several organi-
zational snags. First of all, DURP is
student-run. This diminishes effi-
cient communication with Denison's
administration. It also makes it hard
to establish enduring programs,
since the leadership and membership
change significantly every few years.
For this reason, a major DURP pri-
ority this semester has been an at-
tempt to procure funds and support
from the university for a Recycling
Coordinator. The position would
oversee campus recycling and help
DURP organize and expand its ef-
forts.
Other problems have beset
DURP's organization. The group
used to have a spacious office with a
large window in the basement of
Shepardson. A few years ago, the
office was reassigned to Conference
Services, responsible for organizing
DURP Quiz
11 What does DURP stand for?
a) "Deriison
gram" • • • . .
jjj "Donate "Uasi
'Please"
c) "Death Under Rotating Propellers"
2. What does DURP do?
a) runs recycling at Denison
b) sells unwanted infants to
niads
, ic) stages cage matches between campus
celebrities (Dale T. Kuobel vs. Phi!
Hughes, coming soon)
d) nitrous hits
3. What should those green DURP bins
be used for?
a) dropping off recyclable material.
b) disposing of the body
c) housing prospective students
d) playing "horsey" Yee hah!
4. What should be placed in the recy-
cling bins?
a) plastic, aluminum, glass, and
J random citizens on Friday nights
c) disembodied limbs
d) sraall woodland creatures
sort;5. How
tsriaf?
|| sheer determination on Friday after-
noons
b) telekinesis
c) setting out the materials in. the evening,
the little elves to
| legion of trai;
lot Knapp' , . | j .;
a) gloves, trash cans, bins, a sloped table
and the monster-cool can crusher
b) a miraculous laser trash-zapper
c) bare feet (like stomping grapes)
d) imported child labor—so devoid of
spirit, they're almost like machines!
7. Why be a DURP member?
a) to make a positive impact on environ--
rnental/conservational issues
b) animal tests show DURP juice to be
intoxicating
c) to meet those hot. DURP guys/girls
d) free stuff:'., dude!
(Continued on page 30)
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Alums find
paradise in
Northern
Cyprus
By David Bussan
"^  his year I spent spring break
with Rob Messinger '93 and
_ Dan Fiden '97 in Istanbul,
Turkey and in the Turkish Republic
of Northern Cyprus (TRNC). Dur-
ing their time as students Rob was
editor of The Denisonian and Dan
edited MoYO. And if push came to
shove, I'd admit to editing The
BullSheet back in 1980-81 when I
was a student. What follows is some
of what I remember of our week
spent together in the Levant.
Saturday 13 March
At Atatiirk Airport in Istanbul,
Dan and I sit playing cards at the
Welcome Cafe awaiting Rob's ar-
rival. We flew Turkish Air from New
York. Dan claims I hogged three of
the four seats in our row. I admit it;
was I expected to sleep for eight
hours in only one seat? He takes to
calling me Johnny Three-Seat. Rob's
British Air flight from London
comes in three hours later. We meet
up with him and hail a taxi for our
hotel. But first we each exchange
$100 for 35,800,000 Turkish Lira
(TL). There are more zeros on Turk-
ish currency than you can shake a
stick at, though each bill comes com-
plete with a portrait of Mustafa
Kemal Atatiirk (the George Wash-
ington of modern Turkey). Our
thirty-minute ride to the Biiyiik
Londra Hotel sets us back a cool
5,000,000 TL. k
The Biiyiik Londra p '
claims to be the oldest hotel
in Istanbul. Opened in 1892, JJ
it's situated in the neighbor- |f
hood of Beyoglu on the Euro-
pean side of the Bosphorus.
The Bosphorus is the water-
way that separates Europe
from Asia and Istanbul itself.
Our room looks over the Golden
Horn, an estuary that divides the
medieval port of Galata from old
Stamboul, the Byzantine and Otto-
man city.
With a little luck I find our way
to the Galata Tower. Built in 1348
by the Genoese, the 220-foot struc-
ture gives one an impressive view of
the city once known as
Constantinople. I point out the
Sultanahmet district across the
Golden Horn where the major tour-
ist sites of the city lie. It's here, as
we look out upon Istanbul, that Dan
notes that the balcony's rail would
not pass safety standards back in the
States.
Sunday 14 March
I wake up early and insist that
Rob and Dan do the same. Accord-
ing to the two of them used all of the
hot water for my shower. Really, it
was merely lukewarm, at best. After
an almost satisfying breakfast of
hardboiled eggs, cheese, olives, to-
matoes, cucumbers, rolls, coffee and
orange Tang, we head out into the
city. Our taxi drops us off at the
Haghia Sophia, the Church of Divine
Wisdom, commissioned by the Byz-
antine Emperor Justinian in 532 and
completed six years later. It's dome
rises 182 feet high and is 105 feet
wide. To say that its interior is an
impressive sight is an understate-
lob, Dan, and Dave play
cards and drink Pilsens in the
Onar Village
Bar
-
ment. It was here, in May of 1453,
that the Byzantine Empire ended
when the Ottomans, led by Sultan
Mehmet the Conqueror, captured
Constantinople and rededicated its
greatest church as the Aya Sofya
Mosque. And though the mosque is
now a museum, the Turks have con-
trolled Istanbul for nearly 5-1/2 cen-
turies.
Ignoring as best we can the
street merchants hawking everything
from postcards to fezzes to ersatz
Rolex watches and upscale colognes,
we walk over to the Sultanahmet
(Blue) Mosque that dates from 1609.
It's claim to fame, other than its sheer
beauty, is that until recently it was
the only mosque in the world with
six minarets (not spinnerets, as some
would claim).
Next we're on to Topkapi Pal-
ace, the royal residence of the Sul-
tan. Built in the 15th century, it's now
a museum but was home to Sultans
and their families for 400 years.
While there's much in it to fascinate
individuals interested in the Ottoman
Empire, I've always been taken by
the holy relics of both Christianity
and Islam displayed here. I mean,
how did the Sultan acquire not only
St. John the Baptist's skull plate but
his forearm and hand as well? And
would Mohammed have acquiesced
to having single strands of hair from
his beard encased in glass and
shown-off as rare jewels? While I
have no answers to these questions,
I'm sure glad that someone felt that
these items were worth saving.
At the Basilica Cistern
(Yerebatansaray in Turkish) we
pause for a few minutes to enjoy
lamic influences in this part of the
world.
Unfortunately the Grand Ba-
zaar and the Egyptian Bazaar are
closed as it's Sunday. Still, we mill
about the book bazaar and the flea
market where Dan discovers a So-
I first came to the TRNC in the
summer of 1984. I've been back
more than a few times since, and
somehow feel that I left my youth
here fifteen years ago. In any event,
there's something about this "little
country that isn't" that has cast a
View of the Golden Horn from the
Galata Tower
some Turkish coffee and apple tea
among the ancient columns support-
ing the ground above. Built by Jus-
tinian, the cistern collected water for
the city of Byzantium. Most note-
worthy of the columns' capitals are
the two of Medusa heads turned up-
side-down and sideways. There's an
odd mix of Christian, pagan and Is-
viet watch for $10. And as we find
out later, it almost works. I buy a 19th
century Ottoman map of Cyprus
(Kibris in Turkish), which I take as
a good omen for the remainder of
our trip. In but a few short hours our
plane will land in Northern Cyprus.
Monday 15 March
- Ml
dan fiden
spell upon me. No nation other than
Turkey recognizes the government
of President Rauf Denktas's repub-
lic occupying the northern third of
the island. Since 1974 the Turkish
Cypriots have lived here while the
Greek Cypriots remain in the south
of the island where their government
is perceived internationally as the
legitimate one for all of the island.
However, this odd political reality
does not seem to bother the 180,000
or so residents who call the TRNC
home.
The Abbey of Bellapais dates
from the early days of the Lusignan
reign on Cyprus. Richard the
Lionheart gave the island to the
Frenchman Guy de Lusignan in
1192, and Cyprus remained under
his family's rule for the next 300
years. Some of the finest remains
of French Gothic architecture can
be found on Cyprus as the Abbey
of Bellapais might suggest. Its
well-preserved ruins are built on a
hillside between the village of
Beylerbeyi (home to author
Lawrence Durrell when he wrote
Bitter Lemons) above and the
Mediterranean Sea below.
After spending time at the
abbey we find ourselves in the vil-
lage of Zeytinlik at The Pines, a
pub run by my friends John and
Nesrin Done. John's Welsh and
was stationed by the Royal Air
Force in Cyprus in the early 60s
where he met Nesrin, a Turkish
Cypriot. I first met them back in
the summer of '84 when John ran
the Golden Pub above the harbor in
Girne. The Pines is quite small and
really is no more than the family
room of their home. It's frequented
by expatriate Brits and Brits on holi-
day. Nesrin prepares lunches and
John works the bar. There are four
bar tools and additional seating for
maybe a dozen indoors. Some folks
take their food and drink outside and
sit in John's garden. It's really quite
a delightful place. The Pines is a pub
in the best sense of the word. There's
usually one or two conversations
going on among all its customers.
I've been here often enough now that
I'm known among the regulars and
even receive welcoming kisses from
one or two of the older British wid-
ows. On this day, Jeff, a British pen-
sioner, entertains Rob and Dan as
John fills me in on local island gos-
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sip. On our last day on the island,
Dan declares that The Pines (or Pe-
nis if you listen to the Turkish Efes
Beer deliveryman) is his favorite bar
in the world.
After a few drinks and lunch
we head west on the north coast road
to the Roman ruins of Lambousa.
What's amazing about this place is
that it's not a tourist attraction in the
sense that one pays admission to
Dan outside the Blue Mosque
view it or even in the sense that it's
looked after by the Antiquities Min-
istry. Lambousa is just there, by the
sea, next to a Turkish military instal-
lation. Pieces of broken terra cotta
dating from the 8th century and ear-
lier litter the area that consists of
little more than dwellings cut into
rock walls. But the most interesting
sites at Lambousa are the fishponds
that have been carved out of the rock
seabed of the Mediterranean. There
are channels for fresh water to enter
the ponds and ones for the water to
exit. Supposedly, the Romans kept
their fish here after catching them
and before eating them.
Tuesday 16 March
At breakfast Rob's fairly quiet.
I ask him if everything's OK. He re-
sponds with, "I'm moving at the
speed of morning." There's a certain
pace to island life. At its best, one
looks for activities to occupy the
time between meals and drinks.
We go to see Allan Cavinder,
another British expat who runs the
Pegasus Restaurant and Bar during
lunch hours. You sense a bit about
Allan when you see the sign behind
his bar proclaiming his establish-
ment "a cell phone free zone." Seem-
ingly all Cypriots have "mobile"
phones.
We or-
der fish and
chips (chips
come with
everything in
Cyprus) and
sit outside. I
eat only a
few bites,
worried that
my meal re-
s e m b 1 e s
swordfish, to
which I'm
deathly aller-
gic. Allan
confirms my
worst fears.
We leave to
find an eczane (pharmacy) so I can
buy Benadryl, the antidote to my poi-
son. It comes in liquid form, which
I don't trust. Still, I down a double-
dose of it and head back to our villa
at the Onar Village. There I take an-
other prescription antihistamine and
lie on my bed waiting my demise.
The drugs make me groggy, but not
so much so that I can't hear Rob on
our patio telling Dan, "He seems to
be breathing, but his heart's not beat-
ing." Then the conversation turns to
what happens if I die which becomes
fodder for the movie idea Weekend
at Bernie 's III: Return from Vaca-
tion. Fortunately, I recover by late
afternoon, though conjecture con-
cerning the plot of WB3: RFV re-
mains a topic of conversation for the
remainder of our trip.
Today's Dan's birthday and we
celebrate it by taking him to dinner
at Niazi's Restaurant. Our meal con-
sists of meze (hummus, beets, cab-
bage salad, yogurt, grilled hellim [lo-
cal sheep cheese that squeaks when
you bite into it], cacik [yogurt and
cucumber salad]), pita, doner kebab
with rice and onion/parsley salad, sis
kebab, seftali kebab, kofte, and a
lamb chop. All of this for only
2,000,000 TL. With the exchange
rate being 358,000 TL to one US
Dollar, the full kebab meal at Niazi's
comes to a little over $5.50. I think
Niazi's is Dan's favorite restaurant
in Northern Cyprus.
Wednesday 17 March
Today we venture south to
Lefkosa, the capital of the TRNC and
the Greek Cypriots' Republic of
Cyprus (RoC). It's the only divided
city in the world, now that Berlin's
reunited. The Greek Cypriots call
their portion of the city Nicosia, the
name used for the entire municipal-
ity before 1974. We drive to Atatiirk
Square without getting lost, which
is something unusual for me. I al-
ways seem to lose my bearings in
Lefkosa and Gazimagusa
(Famagusta). We head to the Saray
Hotel, an eight-story structure and
reputedly the tallest building in the
TRNC, to get a view of the capital.
The top floor has a bar and restau-
rant as well as balconies from which
one can look south past the Green
Line (buffer zone separating the city)
into the Greek sector. Greek Nicosia
is quite modern compared to
Lefkosa. Tall buildings rise south of
the Green Line and both Greek (one
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rarely sees a RoC flag) and United
Nations flags can be seen flying. As
entry into South Cyprus from the
TRNC is forbidden, this will be the
best view we'll get of the "other
side" of the island.
Dinner this evening is with my
friend Ugur, whom I first met back
in ' 84 after he'd graduated from uni-
versity in England. He's now Presi-
dent Denktas's private secretary.
After a Chinese meal at The Laugh-
ing Buddha Restaurant we head to
the harbor in Girne to celebrate St.
Patrick's Day at Shenanigan's, the
TRNC's only Irish pub. After more
than enough Guinness, Ugur sug-
gests we segue to another harbor bar,
Roxanne's. Dan can't figure out why
we alter our drinking locale. It'd hard
to determine which bar plays worse
music. Popular music is not one of
the island's strengths.
Possible tourist campaign slo-
gan: Kibris—Where every day is
hump day.
Thursday 18 March
Today we drive the hour or so
it takes to get to Salamis, the ruins
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(Continued on page 26)
of a Greek/Roman/Byzantine city on
the east coast of the island. Along
the way we stop at a petrol station
for sodas. Rob and Dan want
Yedigiin, a much-heralded Turkish
orange soda. All the place has is
Yedigiin Light, which I buy for the
two of them. Before Dan can open
his can, Rob takes a swig of his and
calmly mutters, "Awe, this is awful."
A hint of glee runs across Dan's face
as he thinks, "How bad can it be?"
And, "Now I've got two cans of
Yedigiin." However, he can't toler-
ate the medicinal horrific flavor ei-
ther. I enjoy my Pepsi as Rob places
the undrinkable cans of soda on the
office desk in the station. Did I men-
tion that this place also sells shoes
and leather coats? And that there's
an ill-smelling tannery across the
street? There's another filling station
on the island that sells bridal gowns.
After seeing the sites of
Salamis (gymnasium, Byzantine
baths, Roman amphitheater, Basili-
cas of Campana Petra and St.
Epiphanius and The Temple of Zeus)
we head back to Girne. Along the
way Rob suggests that Cyprus Back-
hoe would be a great name for a
band. Its first album would be
Threats of Lovemaking to Come.
Rob's been taking guitar lessons for
several months now. It's good to see
that he's planning ahead.
Tonight we take John and
Nesrin to The Address Restaurant in
Karaoglanoglu. Situated next to the
sea, The Address is a bit pricier than
Niazi's—$8.50 for the full kebab.
Dining in Cyprus is so civilized (and
cheap).
Friday 19 March
I run errands in town as Dan
and Rob climb to the top of St.
Hilarion, one of three crusader
castles in the Besparmak Mountain
range. The Besparmak run along the
spine of Cyprus separating the north-
ern coastal area from the inland plain
known as the Mesarya. St. Hilarion
is situated 2400 feet above Girne and
(Continued on page 31}
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Two =
Turntables
and a Ten-gallon
Hat
By Kirsten Werne
When you think of Nashville, you thinkof boots and spurs, cowboys with ten
gallon hats, and Garth Brooks blasting the
speakers at the local Gap. But Nashville
isn't called "Music City, USA" simply for
its Country and Western. If you go a little
underground and pop into Club Med, for
example, you'll see kids like us break danc-
ing on the wooden floor. You'll hear Cap-
tain Kirk scratch the hell outta some vinyl.
You'll hear Kenny and Andy Birch battle it out on the
mic with a little freestyle, Kenny with his dope rhymes,
and Birch kickin' his quick-witted Slim Shady style. The
coolest part? It will all soon be available on CD. How
do I know this crazy side of the city? My good pals are
right at the center of it all, and they're bringing it to
you.
Alex (AZ) and The Ant Zhort, along with Seth
Nations, make up the band TV Set Fire and run a re-
cording studio called Slipstream. The three operate
musically as one. Living together in downtown Nash-
ville, they sleep upstairs and record downstairs. Spring
break gave me the opportunity to learn what they're
doing with their music and where they're coming from.
MOYO: How did you fellas get started doin' the crazy,
talented stuff you do?
SLIPSTREAM: Honestly, it all started with drugs at
the Trail of Tears Park in Missouri. Then we concluded
that music sucks, and we were destined to die.
MOYO: Where did the name TV Set Fire originate?
SLIPSTREAM: NBC
MOYO: Describe your musical style.
SLIPSTREAM: It is clipped, but you can't tell. Sight
is next under sound. It sounds like a jazz guitar played
out for a POP POP remix, jets for the soul.
MOYO: Who are your influences?
SLIPSTREAM: Vodka, weed sometimes, and definitely
Vodka.
MOYO: What have you done previously, musically
speaking?
SLIPSTREAM: What do you mean "musically?" We
are NOT musicians. Our goal is to fuck up music.
MOYO: Where do you see yourselves in five years?
SLIPSTREAM: AA
MOYO: If you could play anywhere in the world, and
with anyone. . .
SLIPSTREAM: We would play with Sigue Sigue Sput-
nik in China.
MOYO: What are your most memorable and embar-
rassing moments?
SLIPSTREAM: There is no reason to believe that when
you shoot at the stars you might as well have taken your-
self for granted.
MOYO: Have you met anyone or played with anyone
through doing what you're doing that has really stuck
out in your mind?
SLIPSTREAM: John Spencer Blues Explosion,
Shirley's Place, AC/DC, Man or Astroman?, Waylon
Jennings, and Stormy Wakefield.
MOYO: Have you done any tours? If so, where and
when did you play?
SLIPSTREAM: Yes. Classified.
MOYO: Tell me about this way cool film score you are
doing.
SLIPSTREAM: We are doing this way cool film score
that will be in a film done by a director and screenwriter
who are into making films. We will do all the music for
this movie plus the sounds and effects. It will be nice.
MOYO: What is your impression of the music scene in
Nashville?
SLIPSTREAM: We haven't been here long enough—
and we do not care, it seems to suck.
MOYO: What do you do in your spare time?
SLIPSTREAM: What the fuckety fuck do you fucking
mean by spare fucking time? We got none of that!
Obviously, the trio is spending all of their precious
time perfecting their music. One of their projects in-
cludes putting together a hip hop compilations with some
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of the most talented artists in the area. With their own
beats, Slipstream is recording DJs scratching juxtaposed
with a little freestyle rap. Another project in the works
makes me proud to know these guys. Slipstream is cur-
rently working on a film score that will be heard by
many at the Sundance Film Festival.
These two projects should be completed prior to
TV Set Fire's tour in late May/early June. They are
scheduled to hit central Ohio around May 30.
Student Strike
(Continued from page 9)
Canadian students recognize that access to higher edu-
cation could be restricted to the wealthy few. They have
reacted to these trends by reaffirming the right to an
education for themselves and for future generations.
Wealthy students who can afford the tuition increases
cross class barriers to join their classmates in defending
universal access to education. Canadian students present
a united, growing front, demanding that the government
provide equal educational opportunities for all.
As of this writing at least two schools have held
major demonstrations or strikes. One school has voted
for a strike, and one has set a strike vote date.
In Sudbury, Ontario, the 5,000 students at
Laurentian University voted to strike on March 23rd.
The University of Guelph in Ontario, with 14,000
students, has scheduled a strike vote for March 8-12.
The vote is expected to pass overwhelmingly, and the
tentative strike date is set for March 24th.
recruiting.
call the rnoyo office
at (740) 587-5775, or
e-mail durica_p.
MoYO: the voice of
half-hearted teenage
rebellion.
Death Penalty
(Continued from page 5)
have to live with? Should I deny "closure" and assert
that we should know better than to kill people no matter
how bad we feel they are or what they did was? I think
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I should. We may think, whether we're a member of the
Mitroff family or the average person, that certain people
"deserve" to die, but the truth is that the death penalty
does not help anyone. It doesn't teach the offender any-
thing, and it doesn't make things better for the victims'
legacies. Most importantly, it doesn't stop murder and
other violent crimes. The execution of Wilford Berry
will not keep many more Charles Mitroff Jrs. from be-
ing murdered every day, just as the impending execu-
tion of John William King will not keep horrendous hate
crimes like his vicious murder of James Byrd, Jr. from
occurring. The equally tragic deaths of Matthew Shepard
and Billy Jack Gaither are proof of this. With King re-
cently sentenced to die for dragging Byrd to death be-
hind his truck in Jasper, Texas, the citizens of the town
are given what essayist Lance Morrow described in the
March 8th issue of Time as "catharsis by...legally ritual-
ized revenge." The day after the sentence was passed,
The Bullsheet ran a blurb in their parody news section
suggesting that even the most impassioned anti-death
penalty crusaders would have a difficult time defending
King. I admit I have absolutely no ideas or suggestions
about what kind of fair and just alternatives to the death
penalty exist for men like King, alternatives that would
appease all of the rightly inflamed residents of Jasper. I
am certain that killing him can't be a victory. It can't be
justice. No matter how satisfying we think it might feel
to see a monstrous racist strapped to a table and pumped
full of poisonous chemicals, we must realize that by
killing King we become him. We become bloodthirsty
defenders of a warped ideology. The true victory, for
me, would be finding some way to teach a person like
King to respect and accept those whom he now hates
and seeing that person one day on their own volition
denounce their violent, bigoted beliefs. And even if the
effort to reform these men is futile—King seems like a
man who will never feel remorse for what he has done
or have pity for James Byrd, Jr.—aren't we better people
for taking the high road and at least trying to help those
like him?
All cases that result in the death penalty involve
people whose rights are difficult to defend, especially
in the King case. Even in the face of these great diffi-
culties, I think we must try for the sake of the victims.
We owe Charles Mitroff, Jr. and James Byrd, Jr. more
than a vulgar gesture like execution, which ends in brush-
ing off our hands saying, "And that's that." We owe them
more than death. We owe them our best effort to make
sure that what happened to them does not happen to
anyone else. I'd like to think that if Charles Mitroff Jr.
or James Byrd Jr. could speak from the grave that they'd
agree with this.
Though not an issue with the Berry or King cases,
another concern involved with the death penalty argu-
ment is the issue of whether or not the right people are
executed. In the past twenty-seven years, 75 wrongfully
convicted death row inmates have been released from
prisons in this country. If one is going to wield the death
penalty, one would think that certainty of guilt would
be the most crucial issue. One would think, but then
there's Mumia Abu-Jamal. A former Black Panther and
President of the Association of Black Journalists, Abu-
Jamal was sentenced to death in 1982 for the 1981 shoot-
ing of police officer Daniel Faulkner. His trial was a
well-publicized debacle: his request to represent him-
self was denied; the gun that he allegedly used to kill
Faulkner was not the same caliber as the bullet removed
from Faulkner's skull; the gun was never tested to de-
termine whether or not it had been recently fired; two
key witnesses in the case claim that the police coerced
them into identifying Abu-Jamal as the shooter; and
another witness admitted to being dishonest in his testi-
mony because he was in violation of his probation at
the time of the shooting and cut a deal in exchange for
identifying Abu-Jamal. Currently, an organized march
calling for a fair trial for Abu-Jamal, Millions for Mumia,
is in preparation for April 24th in Philadelphia and San
Francisco. Among the celebrities supporting Abu-Jamal
are Norman Mailer, Alice Walker, David Mamet, Beastie
Boys, and Rage Against the Machine. Mumia Abu-Jamal
can be saved, but it's too late for Wilford Berry.
I understand that championing the rights of mur-
ders is hard to do without feeling as though you're be-
traying the innocents and the victims. Again, how can
we view the death penalty as justice? I feel sorry for
Governor Robert Taft. I feel sorry for the people who
honked their horns and yelled "fuck you's" at the activ-
ists from their cars as they drove past the governor's
mansion during the Bexley protest. I feel sorry for the
people who wouldn't sign petitions in Slayter. I feel sorry
for the two guys who barked things at me when I was
wearing my anti-death penalty sweatshirt around cam-
pus the week of Berry's execution. I feel sorry for any-
one who thinks the executions of Wilford Berry and the
61 individuals who were put to death in this country
last year were examples of our court system at its most
efficient and effective.
With any luck, this empty practice of capital pun-
ishment won't last. Maybe one day we'll see the inhu-
manity of it and the violent mentality that it fosters for
what they are and finally realize the necessity for prison
reform. Then again, maybe not. I'm not the first person
to say the things I have said here. Not nearly enough
people opposed to the death penalty make themselves
heard. I know there were more people opposed to Berry's
death who just didn't speak up. What it's going to take
to change things? To quote an Amnesty International
motto: raising our voices.
Brides
(Continued from page 6)
promoting these women, the agencies often run-down
the creditability of other countries. Russia for example
is blamed for having one of the highest alcoholism rates
in the world, the highest discrepancy in the life expect-
ancy (males-56 years, females- late 70's), poor economy,
and crime. Is this true? And if it is, is it fair?
It is also amazing that all ethnic women, whether
they are Latino, Filipino or Siberian—anything but
American—do not expect their prospective husbands to
be Tom Cruise or Donald Trump. All they look for is
trust, loyalty, sensitivity, warmth and every sort of "in-
ner" qualities. It seemingly boils down to one of those
the World vs. the United States debates.
Predictably, there are several different types of
mail-order bride scams (I wonder if there is any agency
that is not part of it). Almost all are to do with women—
photos maybe be false; con artists portray themselves
as victims; and on the lighter side, the currency collec-
tor scam where the woman claims to be a currency col-
lector and asks for a twenty-dollar bill in the mail. If
she is good looking, she might get several twenty-dol-
lar bills from her "prospectives."
Just about every site is tailor-made for the Ameri-
can man. Containing quotes from the Bible or criticiz-
ing the government for supporting feminism, these sites
solely rely on a very small percentage of men for profit.
Arguments for brides in the mail consist of ste-
reotyping people who don't know much and are yet
against them. Men are nothing but chauvinist pigs, "or-
dering" these submissive women to use as nothing more
than sex slaves, and in this circle is the famous story of
Timothy Blackwell who murdered his mail-order bride
after she came to America pregnant by another man.
(God! Was she stupid!) Women are of course using their
marriage to obtain the infamous green card (most
American's aren't even aware that if it wasn't for their
birthright, this one piece of paper is all they would dream
about.) But it is of unanimous opinion that there is a
"respectable" percentage of successful mail-order bride
marriages. In my opinion this is only because of the
money factor. Think of it: would you squander the huge
investments, not only of money but also of time (and in
some cases even emotion), that you sacrificed to find-
ing your wife? I certainly wouldn't.
Judge for yourself what's going on out there. Have
a laugh at what these women have to say for themselves.
Be horrified at the kind of language that is used by the
agencies. Be amazed at the ignorance of American men
as they question the ignorance of their probable wives...
Go ahead and have a look at these sites.
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http://www.upbeat.com/wtwpubs/
losers.htm : "Ephesians 5:24:
Wives must submit themselves com-
pletely to their husbands just as the
church submits itself to Christ." —
this site goes overboard blaming the
feminist movement for the rising un-
happiness in the American family.
http://www.filipina.com/FAQ.html:
"I must ask you, do women of the
Philippines shave their legs? This is
a must for me and I need to know
before I go any further than this."
http://www.tourrussia.com/ : "14
day romance tours to St. Petersburg,
Russia."
http://autoinfo.smartlink.net/xlation/
: Russian translation services specifi-
cally for this.
http://internationalrelations.com/ :
The quintessential mail-order bride
site. TV
New York
(Continued from page 22)
each other better? Nooo. Why not?
'Well, I live in Ohio. And this is like,
exactly what I want to be saying
(rolls her eyes). And all these people
are running around, and I'm like, I
live in Ohio. He says, that's OK, if
you really care about somebody
you'll go to the ends of the earth for
them.
"And finally my driver comes
in, and he's like, ... why can't we
go up there, and he's like, you aren't
allowed to, it's not legal, blah blah
blah blah. So we're like going at it,
and this guy who's walking by, is
like, do you have change for a dol-
lar? I'm like, no. I'm trying to talk
to my driver and the security guard
and this guy's asking for change.
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Then the other guy is like, Excuse
me, I'm trying to hit on you, would
you please pay attention to me! I was
like, LEAVE ME ALONE!"
Someone broke in, "He actu-
ally said, 'I'm trying to hit on you' ?"
"YES. What do you say to
that?"
This episode was apparently
less chaotic than delivering to the
building she dubbed Shorney. Some
apartment buildings, including this
one, were set up as single resident
occupancy, or SROs. In other words,
like dorms. I did not deliver to any
of these, but I did get to take food to
the project where the Wu Tang Clan
grew up.
We got to see other sights dur-
ing our evenings off, including mu-
seums, the Empire State Building,
Rockefeller Center, and Times
Square. We all wanted to see some
sort of Broadway play, and after
many heated debates most of us de-
cided on Art, which won a Tony for
best play. It was interesting and
funny, and starred the guy who
played Norm on Cheers [George
Wendt, ed.]
Although we did a lot in our
free time, we spent much more time
with God's Love We Deliver. I'm not
sure how they picked that name since
it's not a religious organization, but
I do know that it was founded in the
early nineties by a hospice volunteer
named Ganga. She started asking
restaurants for food for her AIDS
patients, and it eventually turned into
an organization that serves anyone
with AIDS in New York City. Al-
though delivering to 1,500 people
has little in common with the origi-
nal efforts of one woman, the people
at God's Love take pride in the
organization's roots. They also en-
joy pointing out that all the restau-
rants that refused Ganga's requests
have closed. People who work in
God's Love include a former CEO,
Broadway actors, people in culinary
training, retirees, and a bar owner.
Most of the people we deliv-
ered to seemed pretty normal, but we
all had interesting experiences. Liz
dropped off a meal to a woman and
later told her driver that she was gor-
geous. He said, "Nope, it's a guy."
When Ike and I reached the last de-
livery for the day, we stopped and
talked to Ruth, who was his favorite
client. She was a 76-year-old black
woman who decided to go back to
school to earn her GED and was in-
credibly talkative. She left high
school a month before graduation to
get married. Although she always
planned to return, she was too busy
raising children and then grandchil-
dren. She had promised her mother
that she would get a diploma, so she
was taking an algebra course to pass
the math section of the GED exam.
She was incredible.
I had another good visit with a
new client who only spoke Spanish,
which my driver could not speak. I
was able to tell him that he could get
"papeles en espaNol" to explain the
program. I had other experiences that
were not as pleasant—my visit to the
convenience store, for example.
I was delivering in a bad part
of Jersey City, which is saying a lot
because none of that area is nice.
When I handed this woman her food,
she asked if I would go next door
and get her some cigarettes. I said I
didn't know if my driver would be
okay with that, but she said that it
would be fine since he had gotten her
cigarettes in the past. I said fine, and
she gave me some money and the
package from her last pack so I
would know what to buy her. I
walked into the store. While I was
looking for the checkout counter I
saw a man who looked like he might
work there.
"Are you here to buy..." he
began to ask me, and apparently
changed his mind about it. He went
to talk to the clerk. While I waited
they discussed whatever was in the
ratty paper bag the first man was
holding. I couldn't understand what
they were saying, but when he
opened the bag, I could see white
lumps of something. When they
were done discussing the transac-
tion, I asked for a pack of Basics.
"How old are you?" the clerk
asked.
"Eighteen," I replied.
"Can I see some ID?"
After I dug out my driver's li-
cense, paid, and delivered the ciga-
rettes, I told my driver that the guys
in the store seemed to be selling
drugs.
"Yeah, they usually are," was
his response. Ollie was a pretty laid-
back guy, and rather cynical. We dis-
cussed whether welfare recipients
choose to live on welfare, among
other things. He was a close friend
of Ike and had gotten him the job
delivering for God's Love. Ollie had
grown up in New York City, and
talked about his background. His
father and mother had died when he
was pretty young, and his aunt took
care of him. Currently he was nego-
tiating custody of a cat with his ex-
girlfriend and was working on mu-
sic with Ike. Ollie indulged my
tourist's impulse to take pictures
when we were going over the Brook-
lyn Bridge.
I think I saw much more of
New York than I would have if I was
simply taking a vacation. Most tours
don't include the opportunity to buy
crack. Delivering food in New York
made me examine ways of life about
which I usually don't think, and it
felt great to help people. I also got a
look at a few of New York City's fan-
tastic cultural resources. Alternative
Break was a great experience that
exposed me to many new situations.
Of course, I do not guarantee that
anyone else will witness a drug deal
through this program.
Toriphile
(Continued from page 15}
row, amazing seats, and I couldn't
see anything.
We started talking to two girls
in front, sisters, like us. When the
lights dimmed and the crowd was
still simmering, one of the girls
pushed two folding chairs out of the
way and pulled us up beside her. Fi-
nally, I had made it to the front row
at a Tori concert. We were a little off
to the right side, with a clear view of
Tori's face over the piano, and an
even clearer view of Caton and his
guitar. From here, I could see that
Tori was soaked with sweat after the
second song. I could see that Caton's
nails were painted bright blue. A Mr.
Hanky (from South Park) doll was
tied, dangling, to the drum set, and
flew up whenever the drummer, Matt
Chamberlin, came in. Mr. Hanky
eventually fell off. Caton started
making eyes at an overtly flirting girl
beside me. During the finale encore,
"Horses," Tori looked up from the
piano, and I could see recognition
flash across her face. From the front
row, I could see her smile.
In Atlanta, I attended my first
pre-show meet and greet—a concept
which basically involves waiting
around in barricades till Tori shows
up for sound check. And Tori does
show up, sign autographs, smile for
pictures. The meet and greets are
about that personal connection, I
think, that chance to say thank you.
When I arrived at two, a secu-
rity guard posted in a lawn chair
pointed me to the line snaking
around the side of the back entrance.
A thin girl with a brown ponytail
greeted me and wrote a number into
the fifties on my hand with a black
sharpie. Tori wouldn't arrive until
four-thirty or later. I sat on the pave-
ment. All around me, glitter melted
off faces, and homemade faerie
wings drooped. Two friendly girls
moved down the line with a plastic
lunchbox. They explained that they
were selling homemade stickers,
suitable for car bumpers, and hand-
bills to fund their way home. I gave
them three dollars and chatted with
them for awhile. The next show was
in Nashville, and they would be
there. They had room for one more
in their van, they said, and offered
the place to me. I thought of my
dwindling bank account. I declined.
I realized many people were
following Tori on tour, attending not
just three shows as I was doing, and
which my friends thought was ex-
treme, but dozens or more. I had
barely scrapped up enough money
to fund my trip. I had no idea how
they were supporting themselves.
The sticker girls and other ewfs I had
sat next to were kind and gracious,
but now another girl, younger, with
hair like Kool-Aid, began to rattle off
all the tour dates and respective cit-
ies she had committed to memory. I
was torn between longing to have
joined her—and wanting to throw
something at her head. I was sur-
prised at the competitiveness I
sensed in her, the feeling of who's
the biggest fanl I felt like I was back
in gym class, seventh grade, last
picked for kickball.
A woman with a staff badge
instructed us to cross the street, or-
derly like schoolchildren, and form
neat lines inside the barrier gates
constructed at a right angle. I was
about three lines deep, next to the
sticker girls. Kool-Aid chick was
front and center. A girl sat down
cross-legged and started writing a
letter to Caton. Others were hauling
out their Tori scrapbooks, compar-
ing photos. I looked at my hand. The
number was starting to sweat off.
Finally a black limo pulled in
the drive alongside the barricades.
The crowd jittered, but the limo
backed up and pulled out again. A
mustached crew member told me
that Tori was always in the second
limo, and soon another one roared
in and stopped. Security opened the
door. Joel popped out and extended
his hand. A small white tennis shoe
emerged, then an overalls-clad leg,
a reaching hand, then Tori, hair
pulled back, no makeup, smiling but
with tired eyes. Arms shot up, clutch-
ing programs, CDs, letters, pictures.
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Tori looked as if she recognized the
first row. She moved through them
like fire, signing, smiling for photos.
Despite the earlier competitiveness
of some of the ewfs, they worked like
a conveyor belt passing things up to
Tori to sign and making sure they
were restored to the proper owners.
Someone passed my Little Earth-
quakes CD insert up and it was re-
turned to me with a squiggled black
autograph. At one point, Tori bent
down to look through the reaching
hands and say, "Hey. How's the back
row doing?"
A young couple and a child
with white-blonde hair joined the
back of the group. Her father said
she was already a groupie.
"Joel," someone said. "There's
a kid back here."
He motioned to send her up.
We squeezed out of the way to make
room. I took her hand and helped her
in front of me, onto the barricade.
She was grinning, chubby, a little
sunburnt, and couldn't have been
more than six or seven. Someone
behind me whispered, "I wish I were
that kid."
Tori asked if she had anything
to sign. She said no, and a man near
me gave her a dollar bill.
"Where shall we sign it?" Tori
asked.
"I don't know," the girl said.
"We'll sign it right across his
face, okay?" Tori said and winked. I
thought of Tori's recent miscarriage,
the catalyst for the songs of loss and
sacrifice on from the choirgirl hotel.
The girl giggled behind her hand.
"Time to go," Joel said. He had
a firm grip on Tori's arm.
She moved away and all
around me people were calling her
name. I cleared my throat. I hadn't
said anything the whole time. I tried
to move, but there were too many
people. "Tori," I said. She turned.
She came to back to the barricade
and looked straight at me. I realized
I had no idea what to say. Tori leaned
over the rail, listening hard. Her eyes
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were clear, kind, as green as glass,
focused intently, waiting.
"Thank you," I said.
Fuck MTV
Mikewhy, creator of A Dent in
the Tori Amos Net Universe, the
largest and most accurate source for
Tori news on the net— and the
mecca for any ewf worth his or her
lip gloss—describes the first time he
saw Tori perform in 1992: "Never in
my life had I seen a performance like
that...Tori was placing her whole
body and soul into the material. She
sat facing the crowd and stared at us
during the songs. She screamed, and
she whispered, she often rose out of
her seat, she tossed her red hair about
with abandon... I immediately be-
came a fan, a Toriphile. That never
happened before, and it has never
happened since. I have yet to be af-
fected the way I was after that first
song. The dam was opened that
night, and I have never been the
same."
I listen to and appreciate other
musicians, especially female musi-
cians such as Dar Williams, Beth
Orton, Eliza Carthy, yet none of
them have had the same affect on my
life as Tori. None of them could.
There's something different about
her, something I can't fully articu-
late.
Over the years, I have slowly
amassed more than forty Tori Amos
CDs—the albums, singles, B-sides,
bootlegs, interviews, and
soundtracks. I even own a bootleg
copy of Y Kant Tori Read, the infa-
mous 80's soft rock band Tori
formed three years before Little
Earthquakes. Y Kant Tori Read was,
as Tori has described it, "a failed
record of mine," but the original
record is a collector's gold mine
which now sells for upwards of two
hundred dollars. I have videos,
books, sheet music which I can't
play yet but am trying to learn.
It's more than the music. Her
quotes are insightful and eccentric.
Her face calms me. Mike writes,
"There was a very obvious wisdom
to her appearance, a feeling that she
knew a great deal, and had some re-
ally important things to say. There
was also a soothing quality to her
gaze, which had an almost healing
effect." Thus, I surround myself with
posters of Tori. I have Tori on my
computer screen saver, Tori on my
answering machine. A friend said
once that the music in my car was,
"All Tori, all the time."
With amazingly good fortune,
I discovered in the summer of 1998
that MTV was looking for a
Toriphile to meet Tori for "FANatic,"
a new show in which fans would in-
terview their inspiration, jarringly
edited and televised, of course. I
immediately called and left a mes-
sage. A few days later, an assistant
producer called me back and asked
me such questions as when and why
I first became interested in Tori, why
did I stick with her, what would I like
to say to her if I were to meet her. A
friend wrote things down and held
them up for me to say, in case I for-
got something in my nervousness.
After that initial interview, I was
called three or four more times, veri-
fying the information, asking for
more, telling me that I was one step
closer. But then I heard nothing.
The summer passed. I decided
to take matters into my own hands. I
made a video in which I took the
camera around my dorm room and
displayed my Tori stuff, and even got
my brother and sister to testify as
witnesses. I mailed the video with
an ass-kissing letter and a tape of my
own songs on the piano and heard...
nothing.
In the meantime, I hauled my-
self off to Bath, England for the se-
mester. Even my decision to go to
England was somewhat influenced
by Tori. I knew I wanted to get away
from Denison for awhile, I just
wasn't sure where to go; I had never
even been out of the country. After
the disappointment of Y Kant Tori
Read, Tori's record company sent her
to London because they weren't re-
ally sure what to do with her. She
thrived in England, played in clubs,
mixed new songs. She liked it so
much, she stayed, ending up in the
beautiful West Country, Cornwall. I
reasoned that a country that had been
so good to Tori, that had inspired so
much in her, might be a decent place
for me to go, too.
I was in Bath a few months
when my parents called with a mes-
sage from MTV. I talked to the pro-
ducer, Jack, this time. He had gotten
the video, had listened to my songs,
he said I was very close. The last
thing he said to me was, "How long
are you in England?"
"Till December," I said.
"Oh," he said, and then I knew
that I had blown it.
Jack explained that they
wanted to tape the episode soon,
that it was too inconvenient now
they realized I was out of the coun-
try, despite the fact that Tori lives
in England, despite the fact that I
came to the UK in part because of
her. Never mind that MTV has
more money than god and satan
and Ben Stein.
I said that I understood. I hung
up.
My room mates were very sup-
portive. I had converted them all to
Tori and now they hung homemade
"Fuck MTV" signs all over the apart-
ment and swore off watching
MTV—not too hard considering the
only channels that came in on our
fuzzy TV were BBC1, BBC2, and
BBC3.
The show was taped with a girl
some Internet ewfs have criticized as
hardly qualifying as a bona fide
Toriphile, but as the segment has yet
to air, I don't know about that. It was
eventually taped in December, long
after I was home in the states.
Meanwhile Tori was touring
the US while I was in her old stomp-
ing ground. It was my mission to find
Tori's home in Cornwall. I wasn't
about to go up the driveway and ring
her doorbell, but I wanted to find the
countryside that had inspired her. I
wanted to see the pubs, and the trees,
and the bluebells. I got as far as De-
von. Halloween night, I lay in my
hostel bunk bed in the Salcombe,
Devon cliffs, listened to the waves
crash below me, and knew these
were her back beats. My last week
in England I planned my Cornwall
mission, then my wallet was stolen
in Stratford (another reason for me
to loathe Shakespeare).
While I was abroad, Tori
played Ohio three times—more, I
think, than on any of her previous
tours. I read reviews online, and felt
increasingly left out. When I discov-
ered Tori would play the Palace in
Columbus, I decided to write a let-
ter. I explained where I was, why I
was here. I asked if she could play a
song called "Cooling" for me, a
beautiful B-side that has become one
of my favorites. I mailed my letter
hesitantly to two ewfs via the unre-
liable and bitchy Royal Mail. I was
sure it wouldn't get there in time, but
they spread the word around. I re-
ceived e-mail from complete strang-
ers saying they had requested the
song for me. One girl even gave Tori
a puppet, and inside the puppet's
mouth, placed a request note.
Tori played "Cooling." She
played in as part of a solo set that
included "Winter" and another favor-
ite B-side which was written in En-
gland, "Sister Janet." I'm told it was
the most haunting rendition yet. I'm
told even Tori cried. I'll have to wait
for the bootleg, but I believe it.
You've Come a L o n g
W a y
Backstage in Atlanta, I saw the
piano on stage, big, and glistening
like a black pearl. The techies were
loading up, looping cables, putting
speakers into pyramids. Joel led the
auction winners through the wings,
into a small yellow cinder block hall-
way. I was struck with how every-
thing looked just like any theatre,
like the community theatre where I
had grown up doing plays. But Tori
was in this theatre, back here, some-
where.
We rested against the wall.
"What are you going to say?"
my sister asked.
I said I didn't know. I figured
we would have to wait a long time. I
figured I would have time to think.
The girl with the wine was
freaking out. She had brought the
Boys for Pele vinyl with her, and now
she fanned herself with it. I was too
nervous to freak out.
Tori's tour manager, John
Witherspoon, came up and gave us
a big smile and hello. He asked us
our names and repeated them. He
disappeared and then after a short
time he came back and said she was
ready for us. We all hesitated.
"Come on," he insisted, and
gave an eager, beckoning motion.
We followed him down a small
ramp. He held the door to a dark
room.
"Guys," he said. "This is Tori."
I noticed first the dimness of the
room. It was small and square, and
there were dark, velvety cloths
draped against the walls and over
some mirrors. There was a huge
trunk in the corner. I remembered my
smuggled camera but I felt too em-
barrassed to ask for a picture. I
smelled a thick, sweet incense.
White and yellow candles sparked.
In the center of this darkness, Tori
stood with her arms outstretched. In
her heels, she was nearly as tall as
me. She wore a shiny apron dress
with silver circles like fish scales and
a black shirt. Her hair was drenched.
My sister commented later that she
wore a lot of eye makeup, but I think
it was sweat and exhaustion that
rimmed thick, blue circles under-
neath her eyes. She looked as if she
had stepped from the "Hey Jupiter"
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video. She asked our names, and
went down the line, repeating them.
She held my hand for a minute,
squeezed it, said my name.
"You've come a long way,"
Tori said.
"You too," I said.
Conan
(Continued from page 15)
staying up late not to party nor to do
homework but to watch Conan
O'Brien. I'm even responsible for
my sisters, my roommate, and my
mom loving him. I like the company,
but I really don't need any company
when watching Conan. I just wanted
others to see what this guy could get
away with on national television!
Conan's wrestled gators, cri-
tiqued art, conversed with Bill
Clinton and Don King, tried to hip-
hop (without success because he lost
his pants), traveled with Andy in his
desk (it becomes a car, you see,
and... oh! You just have to see it) and
met Ozzy Osborne. And who can
forget the infamous stare-down con-
tests that take place or special guests
like the Masturbating Bears or Tri-
umph the Dog.
I suppose I look up to Conan
so much because he has accom-
plished so much (Laura, just keep
telling yourself that one day you'll
meet Ozzy). This guy makes televi-
sion fun, interactive, and educa-
tional. And now that Conan and the
gang are into their sixth year with
Late Nite, you can bet they'll be
booking guests that no one will want
to miss. That's not to say that Al
Roker, William Shatner, and David
Hassellhoff are not valued guests,
but who wouldn't want to see Joseph
Fiennes or Gillian Anderson on the
show.
From all of this you're prob-
ably wondering how many times I've
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been to New York City just to see
the taping of Conan's show. Unfor-
tunately, I haven't fulfilled this
dream. I have been very, very close
but no cigar. For instance, while in
NYC last year for Thanksgiving, my
sister and I were determined to get
tickets to Late Nite with Conan
O'Brien. We got up early to get
stand-by tickets and we received
pretty good numbers. The adrenaline
was pumping and the anticipation
increased. Finally, I thought, I would
meet the man behind the magic. My
hope was crushed when we were told
there was no room for any standby
guests. I kept hoping that if Conan
O'Brien happened to walk by where
we were waiting and just happened
to look in my direction, that he
would grant me permission to be in
the audience and go backstage after
the show. Conan never came.
That same vacation I took a
tour of NBC Studios and got to see
Studio 6A in its entire splendor and
glory. It's almost celestial because
of the suns, moons and stars that
adorn the studio. It seems that my
plans to see Conan's show always
fall through. Perhaps it's a sign that
I shouldn't meet him. Maybe I would
say the wrong thing or trip over
something. And yet, I don't think I'll
ever give up. Mark my words: I will
meet Conan O'Brien, and there will
be fireworks.
In the meantime, there is hope
for us all: Conan and Andy do tours
across the US and on college cam-
puses. Why not Denison? It's some-
thing to think about, and if you stay
up to watch O'Brien's late-nite mas-
terpiece, I guarantee it will be a de-
mand.
Durp
(Continued from page 17)
summer programs and other group
activities for which people use
Denison's facilities. Without debat-
ing the relative merit of either
agency, the shift was abrupt and
rather drastic. DURP's new office is
still in Shep, but resembles a tiny,
walk-in-closet. After reserving room
for a few seats, an antiquated com-
puter, and DURP's ever-expanding
environmental research library, two
occupants would probably constitute
a fire hazard. Maximum possible oc-
cupancy (making use of horizontal
packing techniques) is about five.
DURP often contends with un-
familiarity, and in some cases, ani-
mosity from some Denison resi-
dents. Both general promotion of
recycling practices and DURP's
other efforts toward public aware-
ness have had mixed results. The
question "What exactly is DURP?"
is all too common among Denison
students, even though they pass bins
where it is clearly spelled out. In one
extreme case, a DURP member was
even the victim of a drive-by can-
ning. Sarah Lechner, a vocal and
active DURPer, was sitting in her
room peacefully when the door was
opened a crack, allowing an alumi-
num can to be hurled into the room.
Rapidly pattering footsteps marked
the retreat of the hooligan(s). While
this sort of episode is not common
in itself, it typifies a sort of resent-
ment with which DURP members
must sometimes deal. People don't
always appreciate having their en-
vironmental shortcomings pointed
out.
Despite these problems, DURP
still thrives—collecting, sorting, and
recycling for all the residents of
Denison's cheery little campus.
Though sometimes bitter about re-
cycling bin nastiness, DURP mem-
bers are generally optimistic towards
the future. The hope of a Recycling
Coordinator and expanded services
keeps the group motivated. DURP's
main message is one of conservation
and environmental awareness. Per-
haps it is best expressed by its mem-
bers and leadership. "It all adds up
if you're being destructive, and it all
adds up if you're helping," says Sa-
rah Lechner. This theme rings true
in DURP's implicit philosophy and
is expanded upon by Kari Hernquist,
DURP's student recycling coordina-
tor. Hernquist warns, "Be aware of
your impact. Every cup makes an
impact. Every action makes an im-
pact." Finally, both the benevolent
and the more militant sides of DURP
find a common ideological keystone
in the official DURP slogan, "Re-
cycle or Die!" The preferred method
of execution? Death by DURP juice.
Cyprus
(Continued from page 22)
was the summer home to the
Lusignan court. The castle's joust-
ing field is now used by the Turkish
Army for artillery practice.
As a change of pace, we take
the old road over the Besparmak
Mountains to Gazimagusa. Along
the way, we stop for a photo-op of
sheep grazing in a meadow. As I
check out an angle for a shot with
my camera, Dan asks if he can chase
the sheep. Remembering a bad ex-
perience with a shepherd a couple
of years earlier, I tell him to leave
the sheep alone. We both look up in
time to see Rob already in hot pur-
suit of the flock.
Known as Famagusta outside
of the TRNC, Gazimagusa was the
capital of Cyprus under the Vene-
tians from 1489 until the Ottoman
conquest of 1571. Here we visit
Othello's Tower, the castle built in
defense of the city's harbor by the
Lusignans and reinforced by the Ve-
netians. Gazimagusa is a medieval
walled city with numerous gothic
church ruins. Undoubtedly, it's most
magnificent structure is the Lala
Mustafa Pasa Mosque built in the
early 14th century as the St. Nicho-
las Cathedral. In keeping with Mus-
lim law, the interior is void of any
decoration. Its walls, ceilings and
columns are whitewashed leaving
one to imagine how the church ap-
peared when the Lusignans were
crowned Kings of Jerusalem here
after their coronation as Kings of
Cyprus in St. Sophia's Cathedral in
Nicosia.
Possible tourist campaign slo-
gan: Kibris—Stick your head in it.
Saturday 20 March
After a meal of doner kebabs
in the harbor and a bit of souvenir
purchasing we head to Pacific Rental
Car to pay for our Vitara jeep and to
get new windshield wiper blades.
Our Vitara comes to 121 British
Pounds for
the week. I
tell Berkan,
the man-
ager, that'll
I'll be pay-
ing in dol-
lars. He's
asks me if I
know the
exchange
rate, and I
oblige. He
d o e s n ' t
question the
rate as we
settle up our
account. I
return to the
jeep in time
to hear Dan's running commentary
as the wiper blades are replaced by
one worker as two of his friends look
on. "Yes, that's it. Just turn this little
doohickey and... there you go, now
if this piece of plastic can just be
moved over there, yes, just like that,
we'll be in business." Well, maybe
it was funnier at the time.
We begin the 2-1/2 hour drive
for the Kirpasa Peninsula. Just on the
other side of the World Famous
Tower of Kadi Restaurant (their
name, not mine) as Dan and I sing
The Monkees' "Daydream Believer"
(much to Rob's chagrin) it begins to
hail.
The new and much improved
road gives out at Yeni Erenkoy about
forty minutes from our final desti-
nation of Aphendrika, one of the
great cities of ancient Cyprus. All
that remains of this once prosperous
settlement are the ruins of three
churches dating from the 12th and
14th centuries. Still, the views of the
land meeting the sea are as spectacu-
lar as the fields of barley are green.
Cyprus in spring belies the earth-
tone Mediterranean colors that domi-
nant the island in other seasons.
After visiting the church ruins
of Ayios Philon and Ayia Trias we
head back to Girne. I can't swear that
dan fiden
Contemplating
existence amid the ruins
ofSalamis
our conversation concerning grapes
vs. grape flavoring took place now,
but it might as well have. Dan has
this theory that when the word grape
is mentioned most people think of
the flavor associated with artificial
grape soda or gum instead of the
actual flavor of the fruit. However,
the same doesn't hold true for orange
due to the amount of orange juice
we drink. Orange is still natural, but
not grape. Tell that to the folks who
drink Yedigiin Light.
Sunday 21 March
Other than climbing to the top
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of Buffavento Castle (3100 feet), we
do no sightseeing on our final day
on the island. Instead we return to
The Pines to say our good-byes to
John and Nesrin and to have a drink
or two. Next we pick up Ugur and
have lunch at The Courtyard Inn in
Karakum. Serving an eclectic mix of
French, British and Pakistani cui-
sine, the restaurant's apparent so-
phistication is undermined by the
incessant pop music wafting through
the dining room. Cher is the Ma-
donna of Cyprus.
Just after nightfall, on his way
to a state dinner, Ugur leads us to a
gated community of homes. We told
him earlier in the week that we were
interested in possibly purchasing a
villa on the island. As it begins to
rain, and in the dark, Ugur tells us to
look around as his driver whisks him
away. In a few minutes Ugur's pres-
ence and assistance would have been
appreciated as Rob, Dan and I are
confronted by the community's non-
English speaking security guard who
thinks we're Greek spies from the
RoC. Funny thing is, Dan and Rob
look German, not Greek.
Instead of going out for dinner
we decide to eat in the Onar Village's
32 SPRING 1999
bar and play cards in front of the fire-
place. On the walk from our villa to
the bar we stop in at the reception
desk to ask Irfan, the night clerk, if
we can order food at this hour. He
immediately calls Sami, the
restaurant's maitre d', who's sta-
tioned immediately above us. After
exchanging words on the phone,
Irfan tells us to wait as a menu is
being brought down to us. In no time
at all, a waiter presents us with a
menu and we follow him up the
flight of stairs to the bar. Sometimes
the Onar staff's eagerness to please
runs counter to logic.
The same waiter who moments
earlier brought us the menu takes our
order of various sandwiches and
chips. But after Rob finishes order-
ing the waiter asks of him, "Toast or
sandwich?" Rob counters, "I'll have
the cheese and tomato sandwich,"
repeating what he'd just said, but this
time more slowly. Seemingly to
make himself better understood the
waiter asks again, "Toast or sand-
wich?" followed by "Sandwich or
toast?" This pretty much ends the
conversation.
Monday 22 March
Sitting in Ercan Air-
port we await our 5:50 AM
flight for Istanbul, and
subsequent flights home.
Though Kurd sympathiz-
ers terrorize Istanbul and
the TRNC is not a recog-
nized country, we have
never felt in danger. The
food, drink and mystique
of Cyprus just won't per-
mit it. If the TRNC is ever
recognized or a solution is
found to re-unite the is-
land, Northern Cyprus will
no doubt vault into the
next century as a tourist
destination. But for now,
this charming piece of the
Levant is still more or less
unspoiled and reminiscent of another
time and place. And that's not all
bad.
Possible tourist campaign slo-
gan: Kibris—The State Department
can't place a travel warning on para-
dise.
retro moyo
Randy Frey and the
Spice Girls, Fall 1997
coming attractions
moyo
propaganhalla
Fall of 1999
Robert Levine travels to New York
and enrolls in the film school of
hard knocks
Chris Anderson interviews
Denison's Marathon Woman, Pro-
fessor of Psychology Rita Snyder
Andy Hiller reveals the ins-and-
outs of an internship with Miramax
And much, much more
Because
doesn't cut
Friendship a Modem fluuay, sigh
AOL alters Denison social scene
By Chris Million
A fter my classes, I head forFellows. I should check my e--
mail before I run errands in town. I
pause in the computer lab, search-
ing for an open terminal, even a
Mac. I notice a guy hammering
away at the keys and smiling. I
step closer to see what he's doing,
but he is oblivious to me. I feel
guilty after reading over his
shoulder. He's chatting with his
girlfriend, and he's just written, "I
don't know what I'd do w/o u."
Looking over his shoulder, I watch
a swarm of cheerful young people
walk by in the sunshine of a nice
afternoon. An idea hits me.
One of the technological feats
foisted upon our generation is the in-
credible network and communica-
tion system America Online. AOL
offers Instant Messenger (AIM), free
downloadable software that allows
anyone with Internet access to talk
to friends who are also online. It is
nearly instantaneous, like a chat
room, but personal, like an e-mail.
America Online introduced a limited
Instant Messenger on May 22, 1997,
and released the current Netscape
AIM on October 14, 1997. More
than 14 million people are members
of America Online, and in October,
1998, AOL announced a total of 35
million users of Instant Messenger.
A press release earlier that year
stated that 225 Instant Messages on
average were sent daily. With AIM
only two people communicate in one
dialogue box; although once signed
on, people can talk to as many
friends as they like in separate boxes.
I have a friend in Columbus who
types fast enough to carry on sepa-
rate conversations with as many as
eight friends of hers.
So what is the problem?
Years ago, coming to college used
to be lonely, right? We've all heard
stories of people passing the bet-
ter part of their first year in school
writing those long letters to par-
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ents or friends, right? And AOL
Instant Messenger allows us to
move past those days of desolate
solitude, right?
I interviewed fifteen first-year
students about their experiences with
IM. They gave a unanimously posi-
tive review of it. Though several saw
some problems with the service, they
all felt it was useful and fun. Com-
mon comments included: "I can just
sign on whenever I'm done typing
to say, 'hi,' to any buddies who are
online;" "It's better than e-mail be-
cause you talk back and forth;" "It's
better than chatting because you
know when your friends are on;"
"It's free!," and "I talk to people on
IM that I wouldn't
spend the time to
write to. It helps me
stay in touch with
them."
Some identi-
fied a few prob-
lems. The most
common complaint
was confusion, es-
pecially when try-
ing to carry on four
or five conversa-
tions at once. The
fact that it is instan-
taneous communi-
cation can be
troublesome as well
because simulta-
neous communica-
tion depends on
typing speed. And sometimes it is
hard to understand meaning without
behavioral cues. Like people talking
on the phone who cannot see each
other's expressions to establish
meaning, people IM-ing cannot hear
each other's voices. They are depen-
dent entirely on the text, which can
include emoticons such as: lol, rotfl,
j/k, :-) , Imao, imho, imnsho, <g>,
and brb. And these are only the ex-
pressions I recall offhand.
The first-year students varied
in their use of the service. Most used
it a couple of times a week, often in
the early evening. Some unabash-
edly admitted spending as much as
twenty hours a week on AOL IM
alone. This is where concern over
this service stems.
Instant Messenger is a helpful
tool. Like any tool, it can be used
for the wrong reasons. For some
people, IM-ing becomes an integral
part of their life, as they pass hours
chatting with old friends. I am cer-
tainly not going up on a soapbox to
denounce talking to old friends;
however, there is clearly an extent
to which this behavior can extend,
wherein people make no effort to
make new friendships. They are con-
tent to rely on the support of safe
friendships and
wait patiently
online to share
their lives with
people thou-
sands of miles
away while per-
fectly friendly
and interesting
people walk by
them on their
way to print a
paper. My re-
search indicates
no reason to
stay away from
Instant Messen-
ger but only a
cautionary fin-
ger wagging.
The students of
the class of 2002 (who do appear
more likely to use AOL IM than their
older classmates) do not seem to be
more isolated socially than older
classes, generally speaking; how-
ever, the full effects of the technol-
ogy have not yet registered. Even if
general isolation does not become a
significant issue in our class, we
must be aware and understanding of
individuals who become lost in the
Cyber-Universe. As for the abbrevia-
tions above, or anything else perti-
nent, if you don't get it, just ask. My
screen name's grapechris.
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